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(So Saya Dame Fashion)
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No. 1—The pretty hair fashion now,

Madame Fasblon is a compelling and
wicked little Parislan woman who aits on
the mountalne of curious things and all
day long is busy confounding the world
of women, saying: "“You shall wear this
—and now you shall wear that! Yestor-
day I gave you erinoline—today you shall
sally out In & wisp of cloth—tomorrow 1
shall give you both erinoline and the
mummy skirt—and you shall look Jike a
beaut!ful humming top or a hall-closed
umbrelle—so0 you shalll” And g0 we do—
by goodness! If you are & man with lots
of women folks, you'll know—If you read
the noawspapers and listen with one ear
at the littie earnest shréds of talk that
drift between ‘em—that girl-and-women
folk mnever mean to wear strange and

[- =

queer things—no, Long ago before bal-
loon sleevea eame in (and somellmes they
were plald!), when the rumor of them
came whispering from the place where
Madame Fashion amuses herself with her
toys, my mother said, nodding her sin-
ocere brown head, “'I'll never wear big
sleeves.” And my chum and I, leaning
eolemnly over her sewing machine,
echoed, *'Neither will we!™ Yet In my
studio leans & queer little photograph of
my chum, her brown curia ringing loose
over the shoulders of great plald sleeven
—mountalnous, generous, overwhelming,
stiffened (I remember how they cracked),
giving her the look of a little brown bug
trying to hold down i1wo toy balloons.

The three of us had them.

No. 2—And. what fashlon is going to wish on us-

Now thalt Madame Invention has daalt
out to us for so generous a time—the

gleeve that follows so basutifully the
shouider line—the blousas with s two
acams, falling naturally to the line of

body underneath—the loose girdle that Is
no smualler mow than the girl's very own

wilst—something’'s going to happen, &o
they say—and one dreadful word s
“Bustle.” Madame Fashion s lilke =»

“poor little rich girl;" she tirea soon of
overy toy—and when the toy happens to
Lo one we llke and besutiful, it doesn't
make any “differ”—she drags us away
from it and on to the next—saven If it bhe
n bustle. No woman wants to wear a
bustle and crinoline—and they're revel-

ing and wriggling about with pleasuren
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the loose walst zone—but the wicked liftle
woman in Pares I8 yawning and turning
ker nimble wits over and over for somes
thing new—and out of It comes nome
Erolepque and uncanaoy rimorings—dyed
wigs—blue and green and purple (thg
colors we've always lot the men folks
keep for their water-wet locks)—arino.
line=puntalettes (iruly—one Ia femme
han already stepped the streels with
them—the bustle—{haven't you heard the
women ceratures’ at rour house lately any
they'll never wear ‘emT--and now this
wonderful way of the hair—our own halr
—flat halr—ratlesx and comfortable and
mighty pretty hulr—will go, along, with

all the other good things—to the limbo
of falry tales and Banta Claus; and here
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In Its sucesssor! Look at it. IUIl be pretty
on the prettiest girl in the world—but the
“Just _girl" will seom kind of skinned at
first—will remind you of her curl paper
and good night time! But that fsn't alll
Even if she lsn't pretiy—it looks sensible
=but It n't. With |t come back the
things to build halr over—heavy-—tiring—
und If it's a mattress-like bolt of hair--
disgunting.

Oh, Madames Fashion, Iljttle wiocked
woman—why don't you leave us, our
hulr—=in thin delectabla mode vou've

given us—our falt halr—our own halr-—
thaped to our head? It'a a pretty way
girls have done thelr halr for the last
year, I'm thinking!

NELL PRINKLEY.

By DOROTHY DIX,

Why do parents make It so hard for
thelr children to be truthful (o them,
and confidential with them?

Every father and mother in the world
want their childron
to love them; they
want their children
te ¢come Lo Lhem
with _all  of their
heart secreis, they
want thelr children
to tell them every-
thing they do, and
think of doing, Yet
they deltberately
raise every poasible
barrier beitween
thamaelves and
thelr sons and
daughters, and
praciically foree
thelr éllidren Into
becoming l1lttle
linrs Honestly

when you aobmerve
the wey the averags father and mother
treat thelr children, 1t looks ms If when
pesple becames parents they took leave
af the last particle of common sense that
they had.

Tako the matier of a child’a confidence
Wa all know ‘that if & father dnd mothey
ard’ o gulde a child aright they must
look futa his very soul. We also know
that thare o nothing else in ugture so
shy, ‘s0 sensitive, and so afraid, of ridi-
cule ma a Mtk ahild, It takes &'touch as
lght and delicate av that of the rpomt
skilifu] surgeon to prode into a little
gir)'s or Boy's thoughtas.

Yet, knowing this, nlnety-nlie parenta
oul of & bundred do mot nesitale to re-
poat As & good jest, before a yoom full of
people, the sacred confidences that thelr
rhildren  have given them. They drag
put the little thoughts and fancies that
woete tha vory core of the child's héart
for! Abe amusement of a lot of Bruinl
grown-ups who guffaw with laughter
that ls a crucifixion o the ehlld that sees
himself being held up as & figure of fun
to be mocked al and jeered at

| have known & mother to repeat the
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Parents to Blame When Children Lie

shy love story of her Iittle daughter had
told her, und’ to subject her first romance
to vulgar criticlam. 1 have heard whole
families, grandmothers, and aunts, and
and counins, regaled on the story of some
fooliah lttle act u girl had done, and
which she had told to her mother, be-
calls® she was uneasy in ber conscience
about it, and felt the need of advice, but
which she didn't want exploited abroad
and brayed to the world.

The result of all this is that ithe par-
onta simply seal their children'a lips. They
blight confidéences In the bud, Experience
has taught the young ones that thefr

talders are not to be trusied, that they will

make thelr sacred heart secrets the sub-
Ject of a joke, or else publish them to the
world, Thuat is why the average girl and
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boy confide in strangers Instead of thelr
purenta.

Parenta also make thelr children lars
by punlihing them If they tell the truth.
They put a rewsrd upon mendacity by
making verncity painful. When Johanle
knocks over the jam jar In trying to get
to it, mother asks him who did it I
Johnnie says, “T 414, mother spanks
him for . One or (wo experiences of
this nature teach Johnnle the wicdom
and prudence of snying that as he was
passing through the pantry he saw the
cat do it

To penalize the truth with children is
to drive them Inte falsehood, and yet in
all my adquaintance 1 know but one
mother and father who have Intelligence
enough to recognize this patent fact. No
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mattler what their children pave done, If
they tell the truth about It they are never
punished. In fuct, Immunity from pun-
lshment I8 the reward for telling the
truth, for these wise people believe that
there in hope of every boy and girl turn.
Ing out right If they are not ralsed up to
be cowards and lare,

When & child has done & Wrong or s
foollsh thing and he comens to you frankiy
and homestly and tells you about It, you
have got & chanoe to do something with
him by talking to him kindly and ten.
derly, and pointing out hia error to him
B'ut how helpleasn you sre I you have
made your child afrald to tell the truth
to you, and he comes lying and cringing
to you llke a dog that s afrald of belng
beaten.
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A Mother to Sons

Only

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

The following tear-stalned letier telln
its own story of the lasurgent heart of
& girl, an thauvbordination that is incited
and strengthened by the oo apparent
fact that her mother s mother to her
sone only

“I am 15, 1 have two brothers. 18 and
1, 1 go to grammmear school, and have no
one to copfide In but you. My mother al-
ways pola my brothers and speaks so
kindly to them, and if any one talks about
them ahe la insulted. But me! | get picked
at all the ume. I ask her why she doean't
pet me, and she says 1 don't work yet
and can't expeet any kinduoss. | go te
A parly about once a year. and my
mother scolds me so much before 1 go |
can't eal or ialk natural when there |
have Lo st and walch the others play
Kissing gamen, because my mother won't
et me play them: and the boys oniy kiss
them on the cheek Then, #t- % my
brother vomea far me, and It bresks up
the party, and | am always looked down
on becaupe I break up the party, (Pleass

excuse this writing, but | am very nerv-
oun)

“I mever bring my girl friends home,
because molher makes fun of them, but
my brothers have all thair friends, and
when their friends come | have to ait
aut in the Kitchen. 1 can't remember the
last timme my mother kissed me, and she
tells me every day | am petting home-
Her, and no girl llkes to hear that My
brothers tease me all the time, and ig I
answer back my mother punishes me.

“lan't It true every girl who Is treated
as 1 am, and can't have griends, hecotes
the worst Kind of & girl? 1 am speaking
to you, hoping | will have some friend
I am not & bad girh 1 coma hume
strulght from school and do housework
til supper time and never get out

“When boys whose families are decent
AMKk me to go to ploture shows mother
won't et mie go, and she won't let any
boy coma (o the house, 1 think that e
wWhy so many gRirle g0 wrong Their
mothers won't let boys come 10 the houss,
#0 they meest them on (he street corners

"I always act decent, and would ke

some Innocent fum, but mother makes me
stay home, and then makes home tins
pleasant by finding fault with me,

“I have biack hailr and brown eyes, and
T don't think I'm so awfully homely
What shall 1 do? 1 can't help It because
1 was bom'*

The letter In published in the hopo that
those mothers who are mothers 1o thelr
sons only will read . There are such
mothers; the world is fulll of them. Moth-
ers who are on bended knee before the
man child, aud who are fauit-finding and
unjust, and harsh to the pelnt of cruelty

{to their daughters, with the inherent lopg-

Ings of whose hearts they have neither
understanding ner sympathy

Polnted Paragraphs.

A young couple doean't consider
W erowd—after the honsymoon

Minimize acandul in the home of Your
nelghbor and pulverize It la your own

We  would surprised we
what our nelghbors think of ua
aver glive use a thought
Oecaslonally we meet & man who can‘t
rand prosperity. but more oitell we wjj-
gounter en who never had a chance to
find oulL— hicigo Newy

thires

knew
if they

Either Raise Barrier Bewteen Selves and Little One’s
Confidences, or Treat Them as Bubjects of Jokes

fram home by thelr coutinusl DAYRINK
and tyranny is also true. They send
many & Eirl out o her ruin, and drive
many more inte haety snd -advised
marriages

Hero Is & case In point: A young girl,
& nice, honest young business girl of my
soqualntence, is engaged to be married
|10 & worthy young fellow, They are not
ready to marry yet because they arn both
very young, and the man wants to be
Iittle better emtablished in his business,

home before he marries, and the girl
wanls to glve her eamnings for a couple
of years to her parenis, who are poor,
as some return for the money they have
spent in rearing her.

But a month or 80 ago the girl and her
fimnce went out togethor 1o a party. They
| were detained and gol home later than
| the mother and father thought propes
| Thercupon the parents fell upon the mirt
| with intolerable abuse, and ordersd the
1wnmg man from the house. The girl
Iman to explain, but her mother and
| father refused to listen, and ever alnce
have made things so unpleasant for her
at homa that she is golng to escape by
rushing precipitately Into hasty marviege.

This is, of course, an exceptional case,
but many another girl marries the fMrst
man who usks her because her mother s
wlways scolding her. or her father s
Erumpy, or becnuse she is denjed reason-
whie liberty of action

The troubls with

parents sesms lo bhe

that they think that thelr children ars
ool human belnge. with natural human
instinets, but msome queer npecies of

animal to whith Lhe ordinary rules of e
and conduct do nol apply. Every man
and woman know well enousl that they
never tell things (he second time to an
Individuel who abuses thelr confidence:
that they indulge in subterfuge when the
truth Is golng to prove unpleasant and
expensive, and that they get away as faast
a8 possible from thoss who tyrannlze
over them

Yet they do all of thess things to their
children. snd wonder why their children
don't confide in them, and are so crazy

to leave home e

That parents drive their children away |

and (o save up money Lo furnish u Hitle |

“THE KING OF DIAMONDS”

A Thrilling Story of a Modern Monte Cristo

You Can This
Great Story To-day

by Reading This
First

Phoilip Anson, & boy of W oi good birth
and breeding, finda himself an orphan
rml in dire poverty, his mother having
urt died, A terrific storm aweaps over
Losdlon, fust at this time, and the boy
savel the His of a Mttle girl, but s
abussd and ouffed hy & man, who says
he ia lhn"'lfl'l guardian, and whose name
s Lord Vanstons. Philip returne to the
place whare his mother had died, deter-
mined to commit sulolde, but Just at
thia timo & terrifio fash of bghtning s
followed by Lhe fall of & meteor In the
courtyard of Johnson's Mews, t(he home
of the boy, and he takes It as & #lgn
fror: heasven He rlrhl up several hits
of the meteor and takss them te & dia-
wond  dealar, named Isascostaln,  The
broker recognises the bits as metearic
dir m;mdr‘"and has Phillp uh;l:i?l f‘hllfli
by the pollce. At ¢t wan P gives
t{c name of Mnrhn?, ::'-nu. ..man.mn
from some latters his mother left. Lady

Morland, dining In & restaurant, reads
of the boy's arrest In & paper, and sets
aboul to discover his antetedante,
Phillp succesdr ir thing his own-
ersh of the dia and  makes
friends with the magly e On hia res
ltane lio enters Into an arrangement with
Isaacateln to sell the d nda for him,

and then establishedr himself at = first-
T phrchane S8 tha"proparty of" Jon:
L] .
non‘nvllewn He has c’n advanture there
that results in hia Irie
policeman named

et

and ap old Junk dealer "
Also, he makes an of n desperate
oriminal hamed Joocky Mason. After he
Ru :; m!or wh Interview with Mr,
ngdon, pollce megihtrate g0
m: !'rl r-tro!i. and nmnuu:tn ldd“ and

N plaaant words
I n Bilip free to call en Et.

whare In’ told magletrate
3

i A L

o :
Ahingdon was In v t i
Philip recelved & telegra s

m I o
stein that his mission to Amﬁm-ﬁ.u
:o-nh ouml‘t‘:l. 'do.- L‘I: first

“h o v o story
M Toatire Ty Apsen

mature
A tall man, a mh?olhd
ar a titket-of-loave n&.‘\‘tl the
Mary Anson Home for tute Boys,
which ooceupled Lhe site Johnson's
Mews and the ald junk store.

He was
rhown around the
' of the

bullt v‘:
aursad
at of th mh had be-
come king o lllunon:n. Annw in
{8 home that night con to Ablng-
£ ake Phiity. Mortand
o r and,
mother's ocrusl treatment
and of th:xuﬂl #he had met from
Philip” wiho ‘sought to make her
n r thea te. and of the part
Bmith, the melivitors

g
*Guastions ' servant. ‘snd
SRS enbe

r
Eol:urt uuhtn ii;m at a . 'e“ W
walk home he passes
and ls attracted by two men, who h

te be nephew
& told of his
hor Ill'ﬂhﬂ'.
r

u
watoh I
hlv.l.m

0 young woman get into a eab, aver-
hears the address she in mua-
picions are aroused, and rod 8 oAb

to follow when the two men drive after
the firet cab in a brougham. At an open
street the first cab drives Into an ob-
struction. The two men in the brougham
endeavor to persuade wirl to drive
away with them, but {Hip intervenes,
antl sends them about their husiness. lie
then Induces ths youny woman to tale
his cab home, ! :

Now Read On
HEEE
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Bo they drove away tagether, and Lhe
driver of the hansom, striving to free his
vehicle from the broken trestles, paused
to scrateh 'his head,

“'E falrly bested the crowd,”
growled, “an’ got the girl as well
eys, but she's & beauly.”

he
My

A Faee from the Past.

Malda Crescent was IMtle more ihan
half a mile beyond the park.

Phitip thought it due to the Iady he
had begulled that she should know ex-
aetly how he came to interfare In her be-
haif. Sphe letened in silence, and when
ywhe spole, thare was a suggestion of ahy
| nervousness, oddly at variapce wilh her
| apirited action of a few minutes csrller,
| "I cannot understand it at all,” ahe
‘said ‘'l am seldom nut so late. My pro-
';l'l.-uiamll engagements are few and far
| betwean, 1T am sorry Lo say.”
| ""Were you attending & rénesrsal at the
Regent's Hall?"

“Yea"

A rehearssl for Monsleur Jowkacsy's
concert?’

ren.

Ahe voluntesred no forther information,
but Philip was a persistent persen.

“l do not remember another day in my
life proviously,” he sald, “‘when so many
fortultous events grouped themselves to-
gother In sue ha curious relationship
Even this adventurs s & sequel to a prior
incident. Just before 1 joined In the
Chose after you I had purchased some
tickets for Jowkascy's musicale. The
sirangest item of all In that T was prae-
tieally walking away from the direction
in which T live when my stiemtion was
drawn to the cabman's behavior.”

“Good grecisus!" ahe protested, "am 1
taking you out of your way? | thought
you merely happened te be driviag after
us throwsh the park.”

¥he Invited no confidence Bhe adhoved
mtrictly 1o the affair of the moment, and
he had no option but to follow her cus.

“l de not think | have ever been in
Rogent's Park before

“What an amazing clrcumstance that
¥ou should gallop off in such a fashion
1o ther eacue of an usknows woman, I
nean. '’

“That, again, is original, or nearly o™

“Are you a Londonsr?’

"To some exiont-a Mtle while sach

BY LOUIS TRACY.

musld, but the bread and buttar ampect

1% disagreeable. and — and — you have
Jearned tonight how even the small
amount of publicity 1 have achieved

brings with It the risk of insull"

“MNy the wav,” he sald, quietly, striv-
ink not (o add to the excitément under
which she was certainly laboring, “ona
of thope men s named Victor Grenler,
You ought te know,™

“Thank you How
taln ™'

"The cabiman toid me. He knew mo™

“The cabman knew you™

did your ascer-

“Yea. | My about town fn hansomns I
am oo Ingy to welk.'”

fle regrotted the allp. He was kncwn
to the tribe of Jehus on account «f his
generonity 1o thelr charitiep, wmorenvar,
war not ane of the ordet als horse-
mantar?

The girl nughed, with a Jellghtiul

merriment that relieved the tension.

‘You moted like an indolent person.™
ahe cried, Do you know, I felt that wou
would have banged the heals of thesa
men together in another instant.'

Their vahlole slackend pace, and corved
toward the pavement In a gquict strect.

“HMere I am at home” wshe sald, and
Philip sssisted her to allght.

“Oh, my music,” she walled, suddenly.
“1 1eft it In that horrid cab.”

“Tell me your name,'’ he said, “and [
will recover it for you early in the mern-
ing." ! a4 d

YAre you sire? Oh, what s trouble I
have been  How good you are.’’ i

“It In mel the least trouble.. I took
the cabman's number,' ;.

“Indesd, Indoed. T nm very grateful to
you. My name is Hvelyn Atherley.
would ask you to call pomte day and ses
my mother, bat—but—* :

“You do not wigh her Ia:hrh:f'::;.r

v ton . It wonld frigh -
.{'a.\:':“:ouidm;‘e torrified each time L
went out alone. Belleve me, I can 1
afford a hansom, but I take one late
at night to please her, as the walk from
the nearest ‘bus route In lonely."

“You are singink st the Regent's Hall
1 will be there. By the way, =¥ nhme la
Philip Anson.™ L

The girl's big eyes—he fancled they
wers blue, but In the dim Haht ha could
not be sure—iooked into his ‘There was
a sparkle of merrimer” in them, he
thought—a quick perception of a hint
dellcately conveyed. But she sald, quite
pleasantly :

“My last song In at 10:06. 1 will leave
the hall at 10:90, 1 hope my mother will
be with-me. 1. will be most pleassd to
soe you there, and thank you mora
coherently than Is possible now, espe-
clally If you recover my musle. =

The quick trot of a fast-driven hoi
eame 'round the cormer.

Phillp was assuring her that they
would certainly meet next svening, when
& hansom pulled up behind the walting
vehicle, and the driver sald:

"Heg pawdon., miss, you feft this' and
he held forth the lost portielio. The
cabman was anxious to atons for his
share in the night's procesdingms |

Fhlip tipped him 4in & mapner that
caused the man to murmur his renewed
regret, but he was sternly teld to go.
Philip's own reward. from Miss Athariey
wans a warm handshake and a grateful
amlie.

e drove homeward, wondering how he
could beat help her In her career.

And whe, afiar kissing her wmother
“soodnight.”” went to her roem to won-
der alao. but her wonderment was mived
with regret. For such a nice young man
as Phillp Anson must have troops of
friends: bhe must be rich; he must Le
far removed from the orblt of a girl
who, whatever her birth and breeding,
wab driven In the flower of her youlh
to oarn her Hving on the cemeert plat-
form. { LY 24

Jowkacsy won hia laurels with superb
case.  Phillp, listening to the Poliah
sonius, found himself hoping that the
falr English girl might sohieve wome
mensure of the rapturous applause be-
alowed on the long-halred enthusiast. He
murmured the thought, in guarded com-
monplace, to his musical friend.

“Impossible, my dear fellow.” was the
instant verdict. “She Is mediocre: just
A1 Average singer, and ne more, Musio
in divine. but its explofters suffer from
the petty jealousies of houssmalde Jow-
kncsy oan have no rivals tonlght. Eck-
steln 1a & master, of course, bul & neces-
sary evil as an accompsnist. The other
artists are mera fl-ups—good, or thay
would not be here, but not in the fremt
rink. Listen. I am conmected with o
choral soclety in my county, and we once
enyaged o lending tenor and a second
rate baritone. The tenor had s weame
with fourteen letters, and the baritens
only owned four. The unfortupaie locsl
printer solooted his type to M1l the Npes
on the bill by sise and not by merit. The
moment the tenor saw the four-letier man
looming large across the poster he abso-
lutely refused Lo sing & nole unless freah
bills wera printed with his fourtéen let-
tors In larger type. And we wWers tom-
peliad to humor Mm. That s musie from
the agent's point of view."

When Miss Evelyn Atherley advanced
to tha front of the plattorm Philip
thought he had never seen & woman so
beautiful. Bhe had the grace of a per-
fect figure and the style of dn sristocralt,
Hhe was dressed in light Blue chitfon,
with & spray of forget-me-nots, the color
af her eyes, arranged across the fromt of
her bodice. Anson expertenced a thrill of
pleasire whén he saw the bouquet he
caused to be forwarded to her comtained
flowers of & kindred hue. The skill of
the florist had correctly interpreted his
description, which, indeed, was largely
fuesswork on his part,

A high forehead and & mouth and chin
of patriarchal mouid gave an alr of custs
Lo an otherwise swestly preety face.

"By jove!" whispered the critle, “if sha
sings ms well as she looks f may be mis.
taken "

(To Re Contnued Monday.)

year 1 live mastly on the sea.”
“Oh

“A yachtsman,'' corrected Phillp,
“How delightful. | havs not even seen

hard nowadays to obtain recognillon. |

do not object 1o the work, for ¥ love
struction.

that acoounts for your gallantry I
You are & sallor.™

| tell dead to the

the mea for ages. Ome has to work so | SAteur's

Wasied Energr.
A man who had never been
ing shot at & duck In the aly.

ok
2y B him™ eselatmed the
e, replied the

Y W amateur, i
m t
-;;_‘KE tall would have Witied 'Lﬁ'

“Well, you

e .




